' T7;e Tragedy of Hamlet 

By this encompaflment and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my fon , come you more neercc 
Then your particular demands will touch it, 

Take you as’t were fomediftant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Rey naldo ? 

Rey. f,very well my Lord. 

Pol- And in part him,but you may lay not well. 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde, 

Addifted (o and (o, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry nonelbranke 
As may dilhonour him,take heedofthat ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
Toyoutb and liberty. 

‘Rey. As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing,you may goe lo farre. 

Rey My Lord, that would dilhonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may fealon it in the charge. 

You mull not put another Icandall on him. 

That he is open to incominency. 

That s not my meaning, but breath his faults lo quaintly. 
That they may leeme the taints ofliberty. 

The flalh and out-breake ofa fiery mind, 

A lavageneflfe in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallaflault. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

“Pol. Wherefore Ihould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

P ol. Marry fir here’s my drift. 

And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe fleig.ht fullies on my fonne. 

As tvverea thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you, your party in converfe,he you would founds 
Having-ever feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breach of guilty, be alfur’d 
e doles With you in this conlequence > 







(Prince of Denmarke* 

rood fir Cor fo) or friend, or Gentleman, 
Abcwdingto the phrafe or the addition 
Of man and countrey; 

P?i a do« rwhttl ml 

By the Mafic I was aboiic relay fomcitang, 
where did I leave? 

Rey. At clofes in the confequence. 

Pol. At clofes in the confequence ; I marry, 

He clofes thus, I know the Genneman 

?te= " a S a gaming there, or tooke £ , . 

There ftllingout atTennis, or perchance 
1 faw him enter fuch and fuch a houfe of fale, 
552, aBrothell,orfo». Seeyounow, 
Your bait otfalfhood takes thiscarpeof truth, 
And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with elfayes of byas, 

Bv indire&s finde direct ions out : 

So bv mv former Lefture and advice 
Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not . 
%ey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. _ . 

Pol. obferve his inclination in your lelte. 
Rey. I fhall my Lord. 


p'ol. And let him ply his Muficke. 
_ — ’* n T - r d. 


Exit Rey. 


Rey. Well my Lore 

Enter Ophelia. 

Po/.Farwell.How now Ophelia ,w hat s the matter. 
Oph . O my Lord, my Lord,l have bin fo affrighted. 
Polo. With what i’th name of God ? 
ophel. My Lord as I was fowing in my Clofet, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head his ftockins foul’d, 

Ungartred, and downe gyved to his ankle. 

Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each ether, 
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